
The Tragedie 

Were red hot-tc fteele to fcare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me with deadly poy Ton, 

And die, ere men can fay,Godfauc the Queene. 

ffu. Alas poorc foulc, Iconic not thy glory, 

To feede my humor, wilh thy idle no harmc. 

Dut.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as l followed Henries courfe, 

When fcarce the blood was well wai lit front his hands 
Which illiied from my otltcr angel husband, 

And that dead faint,which then I weeping followed, . 
0,whcn I fay, I lookcon Richards face, 

This was my wirtt,bc tltou quoth I accurft, 

For making mefoyong,(oolda widow. 

And when thou wcdft,lct foi row haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fo baddc 
As miferablc by the death ofthce, 

Asthouhaft made me by my deare Lords death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curfc againc, 

Eucn in Co fhort a fpace,nty womans heart 
Crofly grew captiue to his hony words, 

Andprou’d thcfubiedls of my ownefoulcscurfe, 

Which eucr fincebath kept my eyes from rteepe, 

For neucr yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I cnioycd the golden deawof fleepe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Bcfidcs, he hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will fhorrly be rid ofme. 

£>h. Alaspoorcfoule,! pittie thy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more the from my foulc I mournc for yours. 
^5 Farewell, thou wofull wclcomcr of gloric. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foulc, thou fakft thy leaue of if. 

Du Tor. Go thou to Richmod,& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fanduarie,good thoughts poirdfe thee, 

I to my grauc where peace and reft lie with me, 

Eightie olde y cares of forrow haue I feene, 

And each houres ioy .vvrackt with a weeke ofteene. 


of Richard the third. 

'the Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham. Cat esby, with other Nobles , 

Rw<r. Stand all apart. Cofen of Buckingham, 

Giue me thy hand : 'Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy aififtance is King Richard feated % 

But fhall we weare thefe honours for a day l 
Or Hull they laft.and we reioyce in them ? 

Sue. Still liue they, and for cuer may they laft. 

Kin.Rt. Q Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 
yong Edward hues : thinke now what I would fay. 

Buc. Say on my gratious foueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham,Ifay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you are my thriccrenowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am i King ?tis fo,but Edward liucs. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcqucnce, 

ThatEdward ft ill ihould liue true noble Prince^ 

Cofcn, thou wert not wont to befo dull : 

Shall I be plains 1 1 with the baftards dead, 
Andlwouldhaueitfuddcnly performde. 

Whatfaift thou ? fpeake fuddcnly,bc briefe. 

Buc. Tour Grace may do your plcafure. 

King. Tutjtut,thouartallycc,thykindnciTc freezeth, 
Say, hauc I thy confent that they ibal! die ? 

Buc. Giue me fome breath, fome litlc paufc my Lord, 
Bcforcl poiitiuely fpeakehcrcin : 

Iwill refolueyour Grace immcdiatly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And vnrcfpcftiue boycs,nonc are for me 
• hat lookeinto me with confideratecycs : 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpe<ft. 
Boy. Lord. 
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Kmg, Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
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